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CHAPTER IV. Continued.

"Ain't sie n peach?" asked Jimmy.
fShe's my sweetheart and she Is 'bout
the swcllest sweetheart they is."

"She's mine, too." promptly replied
IHHy, who had fallen In love at rirst

lghL "I's to have her ler my
sweetheart, too."

"Naw, she ain't yours, neither; she's
mine," angrily declared the other lit-

tle hoy, kicking his rival's legs. "You
all time talking 'bout you going to
have Miss Cecilia for. your sweetheart.
She's done already promised mo."

"I'll tell you what." proposed Hilly,
"lercme have her an' you can have
Aunt Minerva."

"T wouldn't have Miss Minerva to
save your life," replied Jimmy disre-epeclfull-

"her nako ain't no bigger'n
that," making a circle of his thumb
and forefinger. "Miss Cecilia, Miss
Cecilia," ho shrieked tantallzlngly, "Is
my sweetheart."

'T belcher I have her fer a sweet-
heart soon as ever I see her," said
Hilly.

"What's your name?" asked Jimmy
presently.

"Aunt Minerva says it's William
flreea Hilt. 'imt 'taln't, it's Jest plain
Hilly," responded the little boy.

"Ain't Gcd a nice, good old man,"
remarked Hilly, after they had swung
in silence for a while, with an evident
desire to make talk.

"That he is." replied Jimmy, en-

thusiastically. "He's 'bout the forglv- -

ingest person ever was. I Just couldn't
set 'long at all 'thout him. It don't
make no differ'nee what you do or
how many times you run off, all you
got to do la Just ask God to forgive
you and tell him you're sorry and ain't
going to do so uo more, that night
when you, say your prayers, and it's
all right with God. S'poslng ho was
one of these kind
o' mans, he could make hl'self the
troublesomest person ever was, and
little boys couldn't do nothing a tall.
I sure thlni: a heap "of God. Ho ain't
never give me the worst of it yet."

"I wonder what he looks like,"
mused Hilly.

"I s'pec' he Just looks like the three-heade- d

giant In 'Jack the Giant Kil-
ler,'" explained Jimmy, "'cause he's
got three heads and one body. Ills
heads are name' Tapa, Son and Holy
Ghost, and his body is Just name'
plain God. Miss Cecilia 'splaincd It
all to me and she is 'bout the splendid-es- t

'splainer they is. She's my Sun-
day school teacher."

"She's goln' to be my Sunday school
teacher, too," Bald Hilly, serenely.

"Yours nothing; you all time want
my Sunday school teacher."

"Jlmmee!" called a voice from the
interior of the houso In the next
yard.

"Somebody's you," said
Hilly.

"That ain't nobody but mamma," ex-

plained Jimmy composedly.
"Jluimee-oe!- " called the voice.
"Don't make no noise," warned that

little boy; "maybe she'll give up
toreckly."

"You Jlmmee!" hfs mother called
again.

Jimmy made no move to leave the
owing.

"I don't never have to go 'less she
says 'James Lafayette Garner,' then
I got to hustle." he remarked.

"Jimmy Garner!"
"She's mighty near got me," he

said softly; "but maybe she'll get tired
and won't call no more. She ain't
plumb mad yet."

"James Garner!"
"It's coming now," tald Jimmy dole-

fully.
The two UUIe boys sat very still

and quiet.
"James Uafayette Garner!"
Tho younger child sprang to hl3

fet.
"I got to get a move on now," he

Bald; "when she calls like that she
means business. I betcher she's got
a switch and a hair brush and a slip-
per in her hand right this minute.
I'll be back toreckly," he promised.

He was as good as his word, and In
a very short time he was sitting again
facing Hilly In the swing.

"She Just wanted to know where
her embroid'ry scissors was," he ex-
plained. "It don't matter what's lost
in that house. I'm always the one
that's got to be 'sponsible and all time
got to go look for It."

"Did you find 'em?" asked Hilly.
"Yep; I went rlyht straight where

f left 'em yeste'day. I had 'cm trying
to cut a piece of wire. I stole oil
and went down to Sam Lamb's house
this morning and tooken breakfast
with him and his old woman, Sukcy,"
he boanfed.

"I known Sam Lamb," said Hilly.
"I rode up on the bus with htm."

"He's my partner." remarked Jimmy.
"He's mine, too," raid Hilly, quickly.
"No. ho ain't neither; you all time

talking 'bout you going o have Sam
Lamb for a partner. .You want every-
thing I got. You want Miss Cecilia
and you want Sam Lamb. Well, you
Just ain't a going to have 'em. You
got to get comebody else for your part-
ner and eweethcart."

"Well, you Jest wait an' see." eald
Hilly. "I got Major Minerva."

"Shucks, they tin't no major namo'
that away." and Jimmy changed the
ubjeefflara Lamb's 6ow's got seven
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little pigs. He let me see 'em suck,"
said Sam Lamb's partner proudly.
"He's got a cow, too; she's got. the
worrlsimest horn3 ever was. I be
lievo she's a steer anyway."

"Shucks," said tho country boy, con
lemptuousiy. "ou do know a steer
when you see one; you can't milk no
steer."

CHAPTER V.

Turning on the Hose.
"Look! Ain't that a snake?"

shrieked Hilly, pointing to what
looked to him like a big snake colled
in the yard.

"Snake, nothing!" sneered his com-
panion, "that's a hose. You all time
got to call a hose a snake. Como on,
let's sprinkle," and Jimmy sprang out
of tho swing. Jerked up the hose and
dragged it to the hydrant. "My mam-
ma don't never 'low mo to sprinkle
with her hose, but Miss Minerva she's
so good I don' reckon she'll care," he
cried mendaciously.

Hilly followed, watched his compan-
ion screw tho hose to the faucet and
turn the water on. - There was a hiss-
ing, gurgling sound and a stream ot
water shot out, much to the rapture of
the astonished Hilly.

"Won't Aunt Minerva care?" he
asked, anxiously. "Is she a real 'ligious
'oman?"

"She 13 the Christlanest woman
they Is," announced tho other child.
"Como on. we'll sprinkle tho street
and I don't want nobody to get in our
way neither."

"I wish Wilkes Hooth Lincoln could
sco us." paid Miss Minerva's nephew.

A tig, fat negrcss, with a bundle
of clothes tied in a red table cloth
on her head, came waddling down the
sidewalk.

Hilly looked at Jimmy and giggled;
Jimmy looked at Hilly and giggled;
then, the latter took careful aim and
a stream of water hit tho old woman
squarely in the face.

"Who dat? What's yo' doln'?" she
yelled, as she backed off. "I's
to tell yo' pappy, Jimmy Garner," as
she recognized one of the culprits.
"P'int dat ar hose 'way f'om me, To
t make yo ma spank yuh slabsided. I
got to git home an' wash. Drap It, I

tell yuh!"
Two little g!rl3 rolling two doll

buggies In which , reposed two enor-
mous rag-babie- s were seen approach-
ing.

"That's Una Hamilton and Frances
Hlack." said Jimmy, "they're my
chums."

Hilly took a good look at them.
"They's goin' to be my chums, too,"
he said, calmly.

"Your chums, nothing!" angrily
cried Jimmy, swelling up pompously.
"You all time trying to claim my
chums. I can't have nothing a tail
'thout you got to stick your mouth in.
You 'bout the selflshest boy they is.
You want everything I got. all time."

The little girls were now quite near
and Jimmy hailed them gleefully, for-
getful of his anger:

"Come on, LIna. you and Frances."
he shrieked, "and wo can have the
mostcst fun. Billy here's done como
to live with Miss Minerva and she's
done gone uptown and don't care if
we sprinkle, 'cause she's got so much
'llglon."

"Hut you know none of us are al-
lowed to use a hose," objected Llna.

"Hut it's so much fun," said Jimmy;
"and Miss Minerva she's so Christian
she ain't going to raise much or a
rough house, and If she do wo can
run when wo Fee her coining."
."I can't run." said Billy; "1 ain't

got nowhere to run to an "
"If that ain't just liko you, Billy."

Interrupted Jimmy, "nil time talking
'bout you ain't get nowhere to run to;
you don't want nobody to have no fun.
You 'bout the picayunest boy they is."

Little Ikcy Roscnstein. better known
as "Goose-Grease,- " dressed in a cast-of- f

suit of his big brother's, with his
father's hat set raklshly back on his
head and over his ears, was coming
proudly down the street some distance
off. -

"Yonder comes Goose-Grcas- e Rosen-stein,- "

said Jimmy gleefully. ."When
ho gets right close Je's make him
hop."

"All right," agreed Billy, his good
humor restored, "le's baptize him
good."

"Oh. wa can't baptize him." ex-

claimed the other little boy, '"cause
he's a Jew and the Bible says not to
baptize Jews. You got to mesmerize
'em. How come me to know so
much?" he continued condescendingly.
".Misii Cecilia leached me 1n the Sun-
day school. Sometimes I know so
much 1 feel like I'm going to bust.
She teached me 'bout 'Sculflo little
chillcns and forbid them not.' und 'bout
'Ananias teiled Sapphira he dono.it
with bis little hatchet,' and 'tout
"Lljah Jumped over the moon In a
automobile.' I know everything what's
In the Bible. Miss Cecilia sure is a
cracker-Jack- ; she's 'bout the stylisb-cs- t

Sunday school teacher they is."
" 'Twas tho cow jumped over the

moon." said Frances, "and it Isn't in
the Bible: It's In 'Mother Goose.'"

"And Kiijau went to heaveHi In a
chariot of fire," corrected Una.

"And 1 know all 'bcut Gabr'el." con- -

tlnued Jimmy, unabashed. "When
fol!cs called him to blow big trumpet
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he was under the haystack last
asleep."

Ikey was qulto near by this time to
command tho attention of the four
children.

"Let's mesmerize Goose-Grease,- "

yelled Jimmy, as he turned tho stream
of water full upon him.

Fiances, Llna and Hilly clapped
their hands and laughed for Joy.

With a terrified and angry shriek
their victlrij. dripping water at every
step, rau howling by his tormentors.
When ho reached a safe distance he
turned around, shook a fist at them
and screamed back:

"My papa is going to have you ail
arrested and locked up in tho cala-
boose."

"Calaboose, nothing!" jeered Jimmy.
"You all the time wanting to put some-
body in the calaboose 'cause they mes-
merize you. You got to bo mesmer-
ized 'cause it's in tho Bible."

A short, stout man, dressed in neat
black clothes, was coming toward
them.

"Oh, that's the major!" screamed
Billy delightedly, taking tho hese and
squaring himself to greet his friend
of tho train, but Jimmy jerked it out
of his hand, before either of them no-

ticed him turning about, as if for
something forgotten.

"You ain't got tho sense of a one-eye- d

tadpole, Billy," he said. "That's
Miss Minerva's beau. He's been lov-
ing her more'n a million years. My
mamma says he ain't never going to
marry nobody a tall 'thout he can get
Miss Minerva, and Miss Minerva she
just turn3 up her nose at anything
that wears pants. You better not J
sprinkle him. He's been to tho war
and got his big toe shot off. Ho kilt
'bout a million Injuns and Yankees
and he's name' Major 'caute he's a
Confed'rlt vetrun. Ho went to the
war when he ain't but fourteen."

"Did he have on long pants?" asked
Billy. "I call him Major Minerva "

"Gladys Maude's got the penny- -

skeetcrs," broke In Frances important-
ly, fussing, over her baby, "and I'm
going to seo Doctor Sanford. Don't
you think she looks pale. Jimmy?"

"Bale, nothing!" sneered the littlo
boy. "Girls got to all time piny their
dolls are sick. Naw; I don't know
nothing a tall 'bout your Gladys
Maude."

Una gazed up the street.
"That looks like Miss Minerva to

me 'way up yonder," she remarked. "1
think we had better get away from
hero beforo she sees us."

Two little girls rolling doll buggies

A Stream of Water Hit the

fairly flew down the street and one
littlo boy quickly climbed to the top
of the dividing fence. From this sare
vantage point ho shouted to Billy,

who was holding tho nozzle of the
hose out of which poured a stream or

water.
"You'd totter turn that water off

'causo Miss Minerva's going to be
maddcr'n a green persimmon."

"I do' know how to," said Hilly for-

lornly. "You turnt it on."
"Drop the hose and run to tho hy-

drant and twist that littlo thing at the
top,' screamed Jimmy. "You all time
got to perposo 6omeping to get little
boys In trouble anyway," be added un-

generously.
"Vu perposed this yo'self," de-

clared an Indignant Billy. "You said
Aunt Minerva's so 'ligious the
wouid'nt git mad."

"Christian woman's can get Just as
mad cs any other kind." declared tho
other boy, sliding from hla perch on

the fence and running heroes the lawn
to disappear behind his own front
stej)3.

Holding her skirts nearly up to her
knee3 Mis3 Minerva stepped gingerly
along tho wet and muddy street till
she tot to her gate, where her nep-

hew met her, looking a little guilty,
but Etill holding his head up with that
characteristic, manly a!r which was
so attractive.

"William," sho said sternly, "I sec
you have been getting into mischief,
and I feel It my duty to punish you.

so that you may learn to be trust-
worthy. I said nothing to you about
the hose because I did not think you
would know how to use It."

Billy remained silent He did not
want to betray his Utile companions
of the morning, bo ho said nothing in
his own defence.

"Como with me into the house," con-

tinued his aunt, "you must go to bed
at once."

But the child protested vigorously.
"Dou't make mo go to ted In tho

daytime. Aunt Minerva; me an'
Wilkes Booth Lincoln ain't never went
to bed in tlie daytime since we's born,
an' I ain't never tear tell of a real
'ligious 'oman a little boy in
bed 'fore it's dark; an I ain't never

to meddlo with yo' ole hose
no mo'."

Hut Miss Minerva was obdurate,
and the little boy spent a miserable
hour between the sheets.

CHAPTER VI.

Successful Strategy.
"I have a present for you," said hU

aunt, handing Hilly a long, rectangu-
lar package.

"Thank you, ma'am," said her beam-
ing nephew as ho sat down on tho
floor, all eager anticipation, and be-

gan to untie the string. His charm-
ing, changeful faco was bright and
happy again, but his expression o

one of indignant amazo as ho
saw tho contents of the box.

"What I want with a doll?" he
asked angrily. "I ain't no girl."

"I think every little boy should
havo a doll and learr to make
clothes for it," said Miss Minerva. "I
don't want you to bo a great, rough
boy; I want you to be sweet and
gentle like a little girl; I am going to
teach you how to sew and cook and
sweep, so you may grow up a com-

fort to mo."
This was a gloomy forecast for the

littlo boy accustomed, as he had been,
to tho freedom of a big plantation,
and he scowled darkly.

"Me an' Wilkes Booth Lincoln ain't
never haftcr play with no dolls senco
we's born," he replied sullenly, "wo
goes in swimmln' an' plays baseball.
I can knock a home-ru- n an' pitch a
curve an' ketch a fly. Why don't
you gimme a baseball bat? I already
got a ball what Admiral Farragut
gimme. An' I ain't to be no
sissy neither. Una an Frances plays
dolls, me an' Jimmy " he stopped In
sudden confusion.

"Una and Frances and James!" ex-

claimed his aunt. "What do you know
about them, William?"

Tho child's face flushed. "I seen
'em this mornin'," he acknowledged."

Miss Minerva put a hand on either
shoulder and looked straight into his
eyes.

"William, who started that sprink-
ling this morning?" she questioned,
sharply.

Billy flushed guiltily and lowered
his lids; but only for an Instant. Quick-
ly recovering hi3 composure he re- -

Old Woman In the Face.

turned her gaze steadily and ignored
her question.

"I see yo beau too, Aunt Minerva."
he remarked tranquilly.

It was Miss Minerva this time who
lost her composure, for her thin, sal-
low face became perfectly crimson.

"My beau?" she. asked confusedly.
"Who put that nonsense Into your
head?"

"Jimmy show him to me," he re-
plied jauntily, once more master of
tho situation and in full realization
of tho fact. "Why don't you marry
him, Aunt Minerva, so's ho could live
right here with us? An I could learn
hlra how to churn. I s'pec' he'd make
a beautiful churner. He sho' is a pret-
ty littlo fat man," he continued flat-
teringly. "An dress? That beau was
Jest dressed plumb up to tho top
notch. I sho' would marry him if I's
you an not turn up my nose at him
'cause he wears pants an' you can
learn him how to talk propcrer'n what
he do an' I betcher he'd Jest nachelly
take to a broom, an' I s'pec' ho ain't
got nobody 't all to show him how to
sew. An' yo' all could get tho doctor
to fetch you a littlo baby so he
wouldn't hnfter to play with no doll.
I eho' wisht wo had him here." ended
a selllsh Billy, "he could save me a
lot of steps. An' 1 sho' would like to
hear 'bout all them Injuns an' Yan-
kees what he's killed."

Billy's aunt was visibly em- -

barrnssed.
Tho persistent admiration of this.

her one lover, had been pleasing to
her, yet she had never been willing
to sacrifice her Independence for tho
cares and trials of matrimony. The
existing state of affairs between the
two was known to every one In the
small town, but such was Miss
Minerva's dignified aloofness that Bil-
ly was the first person who had ever
dared to broach the subject to hor.

"Sit down here. William." she com-
manded, "and I will read to you "

"Tell we a ta'e." he tald. lock'.cg up

at Ler with hla bright, sweet smile
The doll lay neglected on a chair near
by and Billy wanted her to forget it.

"Tell me 'bout Piljerk Peter."
"Piljerlc Peter?" there was an inter

rogation in her voice.
"Yas'm. Ain't you never hear tell

'bout Piljerk Peter? He had fifteen
chlllens an' one time the las' one of
'em an' his ole 'oman was down with
the fever an' he ain't got but one
pill an' they so sick they mos' 'bout
to dlo an' ain't nobody in the flel' fer
to pick the cotton an he can't git no
doctor an he ain't got but Jest that
one pill; se he tie that pill to a string
an' let the blgges' chllo swaller it an'
draw It back up an let tne nex chile
swaller it an' jerk It back up an' let
the nex' chile swaller it an' Jerk it
back up an' let the nex'"

"I don't believe in telling tales to
children," Interrupted his aunt, "I will
tell you biographical and historical
stories and stories from tho Bible.
Now listen,' while I read to you."

"An' the nex chile swaller it an' ho
jerk it back up," continued Billy se
renely, "an' the nex' chile swaller it
an, he jerk It back up tell finely ev'y
single ono of 'em, plumb down to the
baby, swaller that pill an' the las' one
of em got well an' that one pill It done
tho work. Then He tuck the pill and
give it to his ole 'oman an' she swaller
It an' he jerk it back up but didn't
nothln 't all como up but Jest the
string an' his ole 'oman she died
'cause all the strenk done gone
outer that pill."

Miss Minerva opened a book called
"Gems for the Household," which she
had purchased from a silver-tongue- d

book-agen- Sho selected an article
the subject of which was "The Pure
In Heart."

Billy listened with a seemingly at-

tentive car to the choice flow, of
worda, but in reality his little brain
was busy with its own thoughts. The
article closed with the suggestion that
if ono were innocent and pur 9 ho
would have aVlreamless sleep:

"If you have a conscience clear,
And God's commands you keep;
If your heart Is good and pure,
You will have a perfect sleep."

Billy's aunt concluded. Wishing to
know if he had understood what sbo
had just read she askel:

"What people sleep tho soundest?"
"Niggers," was his prompt reply, as

ho thought of the long summer days
and the colored folk on tho plantation.

She was disappointed, but not dis-
couraged.

"Now, William," sho admonished,
"I'm going to read you another piece,
and I want you to tell me about it,
when I get through. Pay strict atten-
tion."

"Yas'm," he readily agreed.
She chose an article describing the

keen sense of smell In animals. Miss
Minerva was not an entertaining
reader and tho words were long and
fairly incomprehensible to the little
boy sitting patiently at her side.
Again his thoughts wandered, though
every now and then ho caught a word
or two.

"What animals havo the keenest
senso of smell. William?" was her
query at the conclusion of her read-
ing.

"Billy goats." was Billy's answer
without the slightest hesitation.

"You have goats on tho brain," she
said In anger. "I did not read one
word about billy goats."

"Well, If 'taln't a billy goat," he
replied, "I do' know what 'tis' thout
It's a skunk."

"I bought you a little primer this
morning," sho remarked after a short
silence, "and I want you to say a les-to- n

every day."
"I already knows a lot," he boasted.

"Taternlcle, he an Mercantile both
been to school an' they learnt me an'
Wilkes Booth Lincoln. I knows
crooked S. an' broken back K, an'
curly tall Q, an' roun' O, an I can
spell cat. an' dog an A

stands fer apple."
That night ho concluded his ever

lengthy prayer at his kinswoman's
knee with:

"O Lord, plcaso make for Aunt
Minerva a little baby, make her two
of 'cm. O Lord, if you got 'em to
spare please make her three little ba-

bies an' let 'em nil bo girls so's the
can learn 'em how to churn an' sew.
An' bless Aunt Minerva and Major
Minerva, f'r ever 'nd ever. Amen."

As ho rose from his knees ho
asked: "Aunt Minerva, do God work
on Sunday?"

"No-o,- " answered his relative, hes
itatingly.

"Well, Jt look liko He'd Jest halter
work on Sunday, He's so busy Jest

babies. He makes all the
niggers an' heathens an Injuns an'
white chillens; I reckon He gits some-
body to help him. Don't you, Aunt
Minerva?"

' CHAPTER VII.

Rabbits' and Other Eggs.
Billy was sitting In tho swing. Jim-

my crawled over tho fence and joined
him.

"Mls3 Cecilia's dyeing mo some
Faster eggs," .ho tald, "all blue and
pink and green and yclluh and every
kind they Is; I tooken her pome of
our hen's eggs and sho is going to fix
'em for mo an' they'll bo Just like
rabbit's eggs; I reckon I'll havo 'bout
a million. I'll give you one," he added
generously.

"I want more'r one," declared Hilly,
who was used to having tlv lion's
share of everything.

"You nil time talking 'bout yon
want moro'n ono egg." said Jimmy.
"You 'bcut tho stingiest Peter they
Is. Ain't you got no eggs? Get Miss
Minerva to give you some of hers and
I'll take 'em ever and, ask Miss Co-- cl

1i to dye 'em for you 'enure you
Hlu'i 'quainttJ wLh tier yet."

"Aunt Mluerva ain't got none
'ccp'In what she put under a ol hen
fer to set this mornin'."

"Can't you get 'era from under the
old hen? Miss Minerva is such a
Christian woman, she ain't "

"You done fool me 'bout that
'ligious business befo'," interrupted
Billy, "an" I got put to bed in the day-
time."

"Well, she won't never miss two or
three " eggs." coaxed Jimmy. "How
many did sho put under the old hen?"

"She put fifteen," was the response,
"an I don't believe she'd want me to
tech 'em."

"They're 'bout the prettiest eggs
ever was," continued the tempter, "all
blue and pink and green, and 'bout
a million kinds. They're Just perzact-l- y

like rabbit's eggs."
"Me an Wilkes Booth Lincoln ain't

never hear teller no rabbit's eggs
senco we's born," said Billy; "I don't
berlleve rabbits lays eggs nohow."

"They don't lay 'em 'cept to East-
er," said Jimmy. "Miss Cecilia "splaln-e- d

it all to me and she's my Sunday-Scho-

teacher and rabbits is bound
to lay eggs 'cause it's in the Bible and
she's 'bout tho prettiest 'splainer they
is. I'm going over there now to see
'bout my eggs," and ho made believe
to leave the swing.

"Le's us slip roun to the hen-hous- o

an see what tho ol' hen's
suggested the sorely tempted Billy.
"Aunt Minerva is me some
night-shirt- s an' sho ain't takln no no-

tice of nothin' else."
They tiptoed stealthily around tho

houso to the back-yar- but found the
hen-hous- o door locked.

"Can't you get the key?" asked the
younger child. '

"Naw, I can't," replied ths other
boy, "but you can git In th'oo this-her- e

little hole what tho chickens
goes in at, whiles I watches fer Aunt
Minerva. I'll stand right here an'
hoi' my cap while you fetches mo the
eggs. An' don't you take more'n live
or six," he warned.

"I'm skcored of the old hn," ob-

jected Jimmy. "Is sho much of a
pecker?"

"Naw, sho ain't to hurt you."
was tho encouraging reply. "Git up
an' crawl th'oo; I'll help you."

Billy, having overcome his scruples,
now entered Into the undertaking
with great zest.

Jimmy climbed the chicken ladder,
kicked his chubby legs through the
aperture, hung suspended on his fat
little middle for an instant, and final-
ly, with much panting and tugging,
wriggled hi3 plump, round body into
the hen-hous- He walked over where
a lonesome looking hen was sitting
patiently on a nest. He put out a
cautious hand and, the hen promptly
gave It a vicious peck.

"Billy." ho called angrily, "you got
to come In here and hold this old
chicken; Ehe'a 'bout the terrlblest
pecker they Is."

Billy Ftuck his head in the little
square hole. "Go at her from behind.
ho suggested; "put yo' hand under
her easy like, an' don' let her know
what you's up to."

Jimmy tried to follow these Instruc
tions, but received another peck for
hi3 pains. He promptly mutinied.

"If you want Jiny eggs," he de
clared, scowling at the face framed in
the aperture, "you can como get em
yourself. I done monkeyel with tnis
chicken all I'm going to."

So Billy climbed up and easily got
his lean little body through the open-

ing. He dexterously caught the hen
by the nape of tho nock, as he had
seen Aunt Cindy do, while Jimmy
reached for the eggs.

"If wo ain't done let my cap out- -

sldo on the groun'," said Billy. "What
we goin to put the eggs in?"

"Well, that's Just like you, Billy.
you all time got to leave your cap on
the ground. I'll put 'em In my blouse
till you get outside and then I'll hand
'cm to you. How many you going to
take?"

'We might Just as well git 'em all
now, saw tuny. audi unuy oaj
they's some kinder hens won't lay no
chickens 't all If folks put they hands
In they nests an' this here hen look

like to mo she's one of them kind, so
therestcr tho eggs 'II Jest bo waste.
any now, - cause you uone put
han's In her nes', an a domlnlcker
ain't to stan' no projcckln
with her eggs. Hurry up."

Jimmy carefully distributed the
eggs Inside his blouse, and Billy onco
more crawled through, tho hole and
stood on tho outside waiting, cap in
band, to receive them.

But the patient hen had at last
raised her voice in angry protest and
set up a furious cackling, which bo

frightened tho littlo boy on the inside
that he was panic-stricke- Ho caught
bold of a low roost pole, swung him
self up and. wholly unmindful of his
blouse full of eggs, pushed his lower
A pair of chubby, sturdy legs, down
which wcro slowly trickling little yel-

low rivulets, and half a plump, round
body were all that would go through.

"Pull!" yelled the owner of the
short fat legs. "I'm stuck and can't
go no furder. Tull me th'oo, Billy."

(TO BH CONTINUKD.)

None for Him, Thank You.
Representatives Hughes and Kir;

kend of Now Jersey and Cravens of Ai
kansas, wits of the house, had Jue
returned" from tho funeral of a col
league. They were discussing the
pomp and publicity of a congressional
funeral.

"I do not want such a funeral, do
you. 'Gene?" said Mr. Hughes to Mr.
Klnkead.

"No, Billy, I do not care to be put
away with so much display. What
about you, Ben?" 6ald Mr. Klnkead
turning to Mr. Cravens.

"I don't want any funeral," respond
cd the southerner, dryly. Washing
ton Correspondence in New YorV
World. ' '

MOTHER OF

LARGE FAMILY

Tells How She Keeps Hei
Health Happiness For

Those Who, Take
Her Advice

' Scottville, Mich. "I want to tell yoa
how much good Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg--

etableCompound and
Sanative Wash have
done me. I live on a
farm andhaveworked
very hard. I am
forty-fiv- e years old,
and am tho mother
of thirteen children.
Many people think
it strange that I am
not broken down
with hard work and
the care of my fam

ily, but I tell them of my good friend,
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, and that there will bo no back-
ache and bearing down pains for them if
they will take it as I have. I am scarcely
ever without it in the house.

"I will say also that I think there is
no better medicine to be found for younpr
girls. My eldest daughter has taken
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-

pound for painful periods and irregular-
ity, and it has helped her.

"I am always ready and willing to
speak a good word for Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. I tell evey
one I meet that I owe my health and
happiness to your wonderful medicine."

Mre. J.G. Johnson, Scottville, Mich.,
R.F.D. 3.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, made from native roots and herbs,
contains no narcotics or harmful drugs,
and today holds tho record of being the
most successful remedy for woman's ilia
known.

A woman's idea of heaven is a placo
where every day is a bargain day.

Shot With a Knife.
Years ago in a stock performance of

a famous old melodrama, tho villain,
Charles Wolcott, suddenly discovered
that he had left his revolver in tho
dressing room. In much confusion, ho
fumbled in his pocket and found a
penknife which, ho figured,' would do
Just as well for the bloody deed.
Imagine his consternation when, after
plunging the blade into tho hero's
breast, that player failed to change
his lines and screamed at the top of
his voice: 'Heaven forgive you! I'm
shot."

New Commandment.
Senator Penrose, apropos or Presi-

dent Taft's y message,
said the other day, with a smile:

"In the past we were forbidden to
put our trust in riches, but now we
are forbidden also to put our riches
In trusts."

AT THE TELEPHONE.

Reuben Stop hollerln' at me to hold
the wire, when there's not a durn
piece o wire In the room to hold!

Convincing

Argument

A single dish of

Post
Toasties

with Cream.

Delicious

Wholesome

Convenient

"The Memory Lingers"

Sold by Grocers.

Pottum Cereal Co., Lid.

Btttle Geek, Mich.

J.


